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A WISIT TO THE “INDUSTRIE SBS.” 


“ Neither in domestic nor public affairs are Poor Pa’s efforts appreciated as they should be. The cause of this it is difficult to understand—perhaps he was 
born under an unlucky planet. Now, tf there is one thing that Papa is capable of developing more than another it is Industry. The latest exhibition at Eurl’s 
Court has, therefore, received his personal patronage. Unfortunately, though, the Exhibition authorities object to both Poor Pa and his patronage. His intended 
preliminary canter through the show the other day was therefore nipped in the bud, Dad’s affection for Industry has cooled off considerably lately.” —Tuvrsi«.. 


THE GUILELESS TRAMP. : A SPY. 
—— ee 


In 1780 a Mr. Francis Henry de la Motte occupied Fay ae 
lodgings in se pase Lew yrs Sans lenge poral oon bere 
company, and passed for a 9 Hp fortune. length, 
however, arose as to his real character. A watch 
was set on h ney it was discovered that he was a spy in 
the service of the French, with whom we were then at war. 

Although the movements and strength of the English 
Fleets were not then kept more secret than they are now, 
yet news travelled very slowly ; and among other effectx ot 

la Motte's handiwork was the surprise of some English 
ships of war and the loss of two hundred of our men before 
the French could be repulsed. Having obtained the neces- 
ay nrmnen to bring about this calamity, he forwarded 
it through the medium of one Luttorlok, a Dutchman, who 
succeeded in effecting his escape while his companion in 
iniquity suffered an ignominious death. 

He was committed to the Tower, and, on his trial, various 
acts of treason were proved against. him, and he was found 

uilty.’ This horrible sentence was then pronounced against 
Sim: “That he should be hanged by the neck, but not 
until he was dead; that he should then be cut down, and 


hes bowels ae omens ern re his — and that 

* . is head shoulc taken off, his body cut into four quarters 

In Agricultural Districts. . LN Ee foot) relnsabe ; and placed at his Majesty's disposal. 

“Yous! tt'sa pity, guv‘nor, as we don't understand nothink abart farm!-work. “No, marster, it sini in our line Yer ace, I'm a bird frightencr by trade, an i ‘ded y 4 d 2 f 
: ‘cmnaiter, an’ tin-tack finisher er’ mate , herd—servel his ti it, he h : e waa remanded to the Toweg, and at the expiration o 
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Secretary of State for his execution. The Sheriffs demanded his 
body onthe 27th of July, 1781, of the Lieutenant of the Tower, and 
carried him to Newgate, from thence, in about s quarter of an hour, 
they set out with him to Tyburn. 

De ln Motte, we are told, was dressed in a suit of black. His 
deportment was manly and serious. He seemed to be totally ab- 
stracted from the surrounding multitude, as he scarcely ever took 
his eyes from a devotional book which he held in his hand, 

Upon his arrival at the fatal “ Tree ” he was immediately removed 
from the sledge in which he had been drawn from Newgate to the 
place of execution. He then employed some minutes in earnest 
devotion, after which he twice bowed respectfully to the Sheriffs, 
and then, turning to the executioner, des: him immediately to 
Heritter banging #f inutes,” we read, “the body was cut 

“ After hanging fifty-seven minutes,” we e body was c' 
down ;" from which, it seems clear, that the mutilation followed 
death, and in this case the most cruel portion of the sentence was 
omitted. The account says: “The body was laid on a block, 
when (a fire having been previously kindled) the executioner 
seve! the h from the trunk, and, making an incision in the 
breast, ripped out the h which, after bea exposed to the 
spectators, was thrown into the flames. 

“The body was then scorched, together with the head, and 
into a very handsome coftin, which was delivered to an und 
for interment.” 

“Lord Chief Baron” Nicholson, in his autobiography, describes 
how he played truant from school to witness the execution of Arthur 
Thistlewood and the other Cato Street conspirators. He says: 
“One Sheriff, a bass singer and actor, ae at the ‘Wells,’ 
offered to escort me to see the men hanged. He paid fourpence for 
our standing in a coal-waggon, just by St. Sepulchre’s Church. We 
had a view. I saw them hanging, and I saw Thistlewood 
decapitated after death. The operator was a man in a mask ; he 
cut off the head with a long knife, after which the common 
hangman held it out, streaming with blood, in his right hand, and 
said, in a firm, unfaltering voice, ‘Behold the head of Arthur 
Thistlewood, a traitor !’” 

According to Timbs, Mrs. Black, the wife of the editor of the 
Morning Chronicle, when asked if she remembered any traitors’ 
heads spiked on Temple Bar, used to reply “ Boys, I recollect the 
scene well. I have seen on that Temple Bar two human heads— 
real heads, traitors’ heads, There were two. I saw one fall (March 
8lst, 1772). Women shrieked as it fell; men, as I have heard, 
shrieked. One woman near me fainted.” 

e e e e e * 
LAITEST. 

thinggs av reech aclimacks. the deming boi av pul orf mi boot 
andd fel backards onn iss ed. i av eskaip in a stokkin foot. wott 
will muther gai. i expec beens, 


(Next week, “ The Bank of Fashion.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
——= 
Le Comvespontanss wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should incloze a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributivns submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Funny, we admit, A RANCHER. Yes, of course you may, F. G. 
Anyone will teld on SHIRLEY; Let ws know shen it's to be. 
again, then, B. H. Keston ; You must keep your mind at work. 
Many thanks for little cutting, But we'd seen it, C. C. BURKE, 
Most annoying, FRIENDLY READER; Still, it can't be helped, we 
frar, Yes, you might, AX OLD SUBSCRIBER ; But it would be 
rather dear, Very sorry, WILLIAM BURTON ; But your sketches 
will not do, Much obliged for kindness, POLLO; ALLY thinks the 
eae a8 YOU, 
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NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Well be paid to the next-of hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Serrants on duty excepted ), who shall ae rag to meet 
with his or her death ina Kailway Accident to Train in 
which they are trarelling,in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy uf the current cesue of “ ALLY SLOPER'’S HALP 
Houipay” be Jound upon the De at the time of the Accident, 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” ts published throughout the 
United hye hee every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


= 

It was an Irish domestic on her honeymoon trip, who, seeing in 
the hotel book the signature “G. N. Maitland, General,” proudly 
aftixed her own title thus: “ Mary Ann Maloney, Cook,” evidently 
under the impression that the general was only a young person in 
service. *° 


Algy. Meard about poor Aubrey, old chappie? Had a fit yester- 
day afternoon, 
(ius, Gracious! you don’t say so. Where did it happen? 
allgy. At his tailor’s, dear boy. They tried on his new frockcoat. 
Ha! ha! ha! *,* 
“I'LL marry any girl I please !” 
The son in anger cried. 
“You'll never please a single one,” 
His parent stern replied, 
ss 
s 


Philusnpher, TU have been endenvantine to discover the real 
reason of the popularity of the bicycle. Why is it that all over 
the civilized world it has so quickly become such a favourite 
among all classes of men? 

Old Sharpshins. Why, that’s easily explained. It's the only 
way in which a fellow can get out for the whole afternoon without 
taking his wife with him. *\° 


Iion, Sam Simple, Oh, 1 say, 1 wanted to see you, don't you 
know. l've—er—er—bought a wacehorse, and I—er—er—thought 
that p'waps youd—er—er—seuggest a good name for it, don't yer 
know. 

Busy Journalist. Oh, call it Medical Student. 

Hl, Sam Simple, Oh, yans, all right; but—er—er—why, don't 

‘ou know, 
of Busy Journalist, Because they are generally pretty fast. 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


No. 623.—The “Golden Dustwoman” Costume. 


“AFTER THE BAWL WAS OVER.” 

“Strike me pink! and I've only got 
8 bloomin’ ‘a'penny for shouting the 
whole length of Fulham Road {" 


“Te shrunk beneath her glance.” 
—Letract from popular noel. 


Ceeil, Are you renling the last divorce case, Alice ? 
Alice. Yes. What makes so many divorces, Cecil ? 


Creii, So many marriages, 1 should say. If there were less marriages there 


would be Icss divorces. 


The Wreck of the Burton 
Heal 


AUTHORS — AUTHENTIC. 
No. 6.—Robert Boo Canon. 


(Saturday, May 5, 1894, 


Father of Youthful Barrister. I'm afraid my boy is gettin 
rather discouraged at the lack of briefs, he hasn't got enoug 
patience, in my opinion. 

Father of Youthful Doctor, Ah, that’s just what's the matter 
with my lad, he hasn't got enough patients vither, 


s 
Friend, Any of your poems ever fetch big prices, old chap? 
Poet, Rather! Why a little thing 1 wrote to the barmaid at the 
Red Cow, fetched £150, 
Friend, Indeed ! who bought it? 
Poet, 1 did, it was a proposal of marriage in verse, and I had to 
buy it back, or get had up for breach ! 


Fred, Well, dear, now that you fave accepted meas your husband, 
I may as well tell you that lam no saint. [ smoke, and I— 

Gladys, You can save yourself the trouble, dear, Mamma has 
carefully told me all your failings over and over again. Let's hear 
some of yuur virtues, it will be a change. 


s 
First Actor (speaking of brother professional), Poor old chap, 
he's regularly broken up. 
Second Actor. Ah, well, that’s nothing new ; I've seen him ina 
lot of pieces myself, *.° 


Sister. But I thought youtold me she had a Roman nose. Why, 
I call it a regular turnup. 
Brother, Roaming, | said, my dear, not Roman. Roaming sky- 
ward, you know, es 
s 


Young Pimple. Now, weally, what is this—er—er—woman's 
question, after all? 

Miss Sharpleigh. In a few words, the question is: Whether 1 
woman is better off working for herself or working for her hus- 
band and children? *.* 


Clergyman. Well, Mrs. MacCorker, and how is your eon getting 
along at school? 

Mrs, Mac Corker, Oh, very well, indeed, 1 thank you, sir, He 
tells me he hopes to take two or three pda this summer. He's a 
‘very sanguinary disposition, sir. mt C ‘vuld she hace meant sanguine 2 


s 

Town Cousin, Whom do you consider the prettiest girl in your 
town, dear? 

Country Cousin (blushing). I'd rather you would ask somebudy 
else, dear. *,° 

Customer, Flere, I've brought these glasses back, they're not 
strong enough. 

Optician. \uieed, sir! they're the strongest we keep. 

Customer, Well, they're not the slightest use to me. What had 
1 better do. 

Optician. Well, sir, if 1 were you, I should advertise for a dog. 


Brown, You know Slippyeard, I think, old fellow, don’t you? 
Smith. No; only by reputation, ; 
woe Is that all?) Then you're very slightly acquainted with 
m. oe 
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You'pD fancy that the lobster was 
A drunken sort of rip: 

He's always ready to indulge 
In “just a little nip.” 


2 
Dentist. You really mustn't shrick like that, my good mau 
You'll disturb all the people waiting in the next room. 
Victim. 1 can't help it—it hurts so, guv'nor. It’s a dreadful 
hollow tooth. 
Dentist. Holler tooth I should call it, if it makes you yell so. 


First Tramp. Wouldn't the old cove gi'e you nothink ? 
Second Tramp, Yes; but 1 wasn't takin’ any, 

Hirst Tramp. Wot was it—work? 

Seoond Tramp, No, a bloomin’ bath, 


s 
The First Morning. 

Bridegroom. Do you use powder, dear, and blacken your eye- 
brows? 

Bride. Oh, yes, dear. 

Bridegroom, \ would rather you wouldn't. 

Bride, Very well, dear. 

Aster Breakfast. 

Bridegroom, 1 think—er—er—on reconsideration—er—er—that 
perhaps—er—er—you were justified in using a little powder; se 
you had—er—er—better go and put it on as usual. 


Editor. No, sir, 1 have no space—no space at all—for your blanked 


verse, 

Poet. Blank verse, sir! I don't think you can have read it. It 
isn't blank verse. 

Editor, Well, then, d—d verze, if you like that better. Good 
morning. *.° [Poet flirs, 


Husband. You want £8! Why, I opty you raid you were not 
going to buy a new dress, but make the old one do. 

Wy ‘e. So I have, love. The £3 is for new trimming and buttons 
for it. *° 


Mistress. Where's the breakfast tray, Mary? 
Mary (a new “treasure” from the country), I dunno, mum. 
Mistress, Why, there it is under your nose. 
Mary. Whoy, yer tould me larst night as how that were the tea- 
tray. ** 
Sort water is a thing from which 
You may perchance be barred ; . 
But that. observe, is no excuse 
Yor you for drinking hard. 


* 
Old Spinster Aunt, Ah, it's all very well now, my dear, but 
you'll tind that he'll be different after niarringe. 
Niece (engaged). 1 dou't mind, aunty, dear, so long as he docs 
not become éxditferent. +, 
Teacher. This French exercise is simply disgraceful, Easy! Are 
you not ashamed of yourself? : 
Jack Easy. Well, sir, 1 suppose the fact is that 1 haven't got the 
bump of languages. 
Tcacher, Then Vl give it to you. 
(Preeceds to do so with the common or schoolroom ruler. 
. 


; ig oy you know [ always feel as if 1 positively hated your fir-t 
husband ¢ 
She. Oh, you mustn't be so silly, What harm did the poor fellow 
ever do you? ‘oe 
He, What harm! Good gracious, woman, didn't he go and die: 
; [Ructions commence. 
—— 
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Saturday, May 5, 1894.) 
TOOTSIE AT THE LYCEUM. 


—_— 


x the 19th of August, 1850, Michel Carré’s version of Goithe's 
app yee produced at the Theatre du Gymnase, and in 1854 an 
English version, 
closely modelled 
upon this, but with 
rome effective addi- 
tions, was brought 
out at the Princess's ; 
theadaptation being, 
1 think, by Dion 

toucicault. “We 

lose, it is true,” says 
John William Cole, 
“ the poetical flights ; 
and ins of trans. 
cendental _philoso- 
phy we have clear 
conversational dia- 
logue, which by some 
sharp critics was 
condemned as 
homely and = even 
vulgar.” 

There were, on its 
production, divided 
opinions as to the 
moral and religious 
tendency of the piece 
fared wee poased 

le ow it 
the censorship of the 
| Lord Chamberlain, 

yy and loudly ques- 

i, : tioned the orthodoxy 
: x) of the conclusion ; 

Mephistopheles: HENRY IRVING, but the public poured 
in in crowds to see a 
beantiful and original exhibition. Great praise was lavished on the 
performance of Mr. Charles Kean, and one opinion worth quoting 
is: “The Mephistopheles of the drama is too conscious of his power 
to forget his constitutional irony, his contempt for man, or 
to indulge in ebullitions of mere human anger and emotion. 
Ile plays with his victims as a cat does with a mouse, or an angler 
with a trout which he has securely hooked, and can land when he 
pleases. The character would be ntolerable but for the humour 
with which it is ingeniously invested. Mr. Kean’s embodiment 
of this unique portrait has been pronounced one of the most 
extraordinary specimens of histrionic art the stage can boast.” 

Punch, owing to a quarrel about a play between Charles Kean 
and Douglas Jerrold, was down on the ‘ord Street show, and 
siya: “The musical contest for the soul of Marguerite between the 
demons under the stage and the angels above it was somewhat 
bold upona moral English public : but when the soul of Marguerite, 
in white muslin, borne 
by angels in satin petti- 
coats, was carried to 
Ileaven (without wires), 
the delight of the 
was perfect.” 

So much for the Oxford 
Street Fuust and Mar- 
auerite, The Lyceum 
fFuust by the late Mr, 
W. G. Wills, produced 
nearly nine years £go at 
the Lyceum, resembled, 
in many respects, the 
pines at the Princess's ; 
vut the language and ef- 
{vets were both greatly 
improved upon, for in 
1854, although the Prin- 
cess’s was noted for its 
sumptuous productio 
the stage carpenter an 
the yuas-man had yet 
much to learn, and the 
“limejuice” purveyor 
wax as yet unborn. 

But even nine years 
is a long while, and since 7” 
the first Lyceum Faust /, 
“many things have hap- 
pened," and among them 
may be counted the 
springing up of a new 
veneration who did not 
see the play nine years 
ugo. This youthful crowd I would strongly recommend to go and 
see the second edition, which is in many respects an improvement 
on the first, Mr. Irving and Miss Te are better, and the 
acting of all engaged in the present cast is rving of the highest 
praise, Moreover, Mr. Hawes Craven's magic brush has brought 
tres henuties to light; and Mr. Irving’s inexhaustible ingenuity 
heivhtened the effects and added to the business. 

Mr. Irving as Mephistopheles has a part in which he seems to 
delicht, and a more charming Margaret that that of Misa Ellen 
Terry it would be impossible to imagine. Mr. Terriss’s admirers, 
of whom there are many thousands, will be delighted with the 
variccy ard animation he throws into the character of the rash old 
gentleman who sold his soul for “a day out.” 

Mr. Julins Knight as Valentine, though he has but a short and 
none too merry time of it, manages to distinguish himself whilst 
still alive. Mr. Reynolds 
and Mr. Belmore as wine- 
pees as well oo ales 

ate Phi as the goo 
Bessy is Facies and 
bonnie, and Miss M. A. 
Victor is a most humorous 
Martha, and the long and 
short lovemaking scene is 
ecreamingly funny. Many 
others engaged in the per- 
formance deserve favour- 
able mention, and among 
them are Mr. Buckley, Mr. 
Forrest and Mr. Clarence 
Hague, M. Epinosa and Mr. 

M y= Archer, Misses Foster, Lacy 
= eg WAG A and De Silva. 

\ The Lyceum revival ought 
to help to get off some of 
the old stock of Goéthe's 
tragedy which, with its 

Lice pos in Heaven,” was 
_-. Of course, never intend 
‘/y by its author for repre- 

‘sentation on the stage. 
There is another “ Faust.” 
though. by George W. M. 
Reynolds. the author of 
“The Mysteries of 
London.” the first chapter 
of which saw the light in 
the Londen Jovrnal on 
P the 9th of October, 1845, 
ae which is one of the thrilling romances contained in Ma‘s 
‘brary and strictly forbidden to Evelina. You might buy that. 


Margaret: ELLEN TERRY. 
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\ 
Faust: W.TERRISS. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY. 
WITH APOLOGIES TO THE SHADES OF TUPPER. 


THERE'S a rare crop of young doctors this term. With Moody 
and Sankey, A. SLOPER cries: “O what shall the harvest be?" 

After all, there's a deal of consolation in being bald. When the 
old woman dots you over the cranium with the rolling-pin for 
coming home Inte, with your right sleeve smudged with pearl- 

powder, the doctor doesn’t have to waste a lot of time cutting the 
air from the wound before dressing it. 

Keep your eyes open for opportunities, Had Adam patented 
woman he might have died a blooming millionaire. 

The blissful elasticity of spirit which a self-made man is ig ome 
to possess, is despondency itself compared to that ecstatic buoy- 
ancy of soul which permeates the being of the street arab who has 
learned to whistle the = he heard for the first time on the 
previous night at the “ Mogul.” 

The originator of the pine ane: “To the pure all things are 
Let edibed investigated the interior of a racecourse twopenny 
pork-pie, 

Be resourceful. We knew a comic journalist once, who, tin, 
in a football scrimmage, invented a joke about being “ more shinnec 
against than shinning,” and sold it for enough to pay for the 
arn 

“There are times,” says the Bishop of Ely, “when . woman 
does not feel like learning 9 language or saving a soul.” Certainly. 
Say, when she's dressing to go to the theatre, is a bit late, and 
breaks her stay-busk. 

The best cure for insomnia ever discovered, is to have somebody 
pair on si you that break fast’s on the table, and everything's 
getting cold. 

The mode! husbands are the men who never marry. 

Strange that man should have been given two ears and but one 
tongue, when, as everybody knows, he would rather talk all day 
than listen five minutes. 

Man is a fool, and is proved to be so every time he refuses to 
recognize the fact, that nature had pre-emption rights in this planet 
long before he came here. Grass was green a thousand years 
before light trousers were invented ; and yet every spring sceptical 
men sport them to the picnic. 

Now that the warm weather is setting in, never bathe on a full 
stomach—indeed, anywhere on the coast between Hastings and 
Ramsgate is best. 

The man who knew the winner of the first race at Kempton 
Park on Friday, and missed the train and the race on account of 
some harmless, necessary repairs to his igcte: mecting trousers, 
mournfully suggests that a snare and a delusion is the proverb : 
“It's never too late to mend.” 


LOVE’S YOUNG DREAM. 
1 DREAMED that every week it cost 
Ne golden sovereigns two 
In gifts for her I loved the most : 
I woke, and found it true ! 
Oh, Love's Young Dream with bliss is rife! 
Oh, unto me ‘twould seem 
That there's nothing half so DEAR in life 
As Love's Young Dream! 


1 dreamed 1 took my future spouse 
All pleasure places through, 

‘Twixt distant John O'Groat's and Cowes : 
1 woke, and found it true! 

My purse had been with rhino rife, 

ut pounds from me did teem. 

Oh, there’s nothing half so DEAR in life 

As Love's Young Dream! 


1 dreamed my sweetheart broke my heart, 
And then with hundreds two 
For “ breach of promise " made me part : 
1 woke, and found it true! 
Oh, Love's young dream brings sturt and strife, 
nd 1 own with grief extreme 
That there's nothing half so DEAR in life 
As Love's Young 


—_——_\_e———— 


A RACING STORY. 

In a neat little office in a tidy little back street in the beautiful 
old city of Chester, the Clerk of the ree sat at his desk. He 
was trying to settle in his own mind which event he'd give the 
three ch 80 munificently donated by His Grace of Westminster, 
to, to be run for, when the door opened, and a middl woman, 
with a solemn cast of countenance and wearing a plain black dress 
and ic oon look, entered. With a little trepidation she 
remarked : 

“1 b'lieve there’s to be the usual race-meeting here next week?” 

“Certainly, ma'am.” 

“Just so. A lot of stunted little dwarfs, rigged out in silks and 
eatins like as if they was ina silly pantomime, are going to whip 
and spur and ride the heads off a lot of overworked, underf 
horses, and crack the poor beasts with their whips to try and get 
first Nie a bit of a post, painted like a railway semaphore?” 

“Well—er—” 

“Oh, don't deny it. Then a crowd of bald-headed old sinners 
and a lot of shuttling young idiots who ought to be at business 
instead of frivolling away their time and spondulicks, will rush 
about and tear pet swear, and bet about which horse gets home 

“ Naturally there will——” 

“Yes, and a Jot of lazy brutes in check suits and white hats will 
yell out: ‘’Ere, two to one on the fee—ald! two to one on the 
fee—ald !’ and lie and cheat and drink——” 

“My dear m, I— 

“Don't ‘dear madam’ me! And, after all said and done, some 
old crock that was beat to blazes at Lincoln and smashed into 
smithereens at Epsom will pop in and beat the lot?” 


s'posing you give it to me straight, I'll put the bi dn machine 
jacket money 
for you for your trouble—is that fair?” 
He said he'd think it over, and adjourned for that purpoee to the 
Grosvenor. 


SATIRE 

TALK about Satire, boys, why, there isn’t a woman breathing 
that can’t knock corners off us at it. 

A sweet young thing the other day stood at the corner of 
Telsize Park Gardens and waited fora cab. She'd got an appoint- 
ment with the only boy she'd ever loved (since Easter) to go and 
ree some picture shows in Bond Street. Of course she was late. 
Swift flew the minutes, but never a“ hansom” came in sight: at 
last, in desperation, she hailed a “growler"—oh, and it was a 
“ growler,” too! The horse, when it wasn't trotting at a funeral 
ce, was pulling up to collect his thoughts and regain his wind. 
he driver apparently dozed the whole way, only waking with a 
enert when the near side wheel cannoned against a corner post. 

But all things must come to an end, and at last that drive did. 
With a fine touch of eatire the fair one alighted and, pulling out 
her purse, asked in dulcet tones : 

“What's the fare, conductor—twopence or threepence ?” 


139 


PUDFLIP’S PLAY. 
= 


Pope ip had written a play. 

After all, it was not such a rery heinous crime. He might have 
done worse—he might have perpetrated a poem! And besides, 
poor devil, the 
punishment was at 

and. His troubles 
which he fondly 
imagined to be 
over when the final 
“curtain” had 
been scribbled, 
were only about to 
commence. 

Regarding _ the 
pay itself, the less 
anid the better. At 
all events it was a 
play. It had acts. 
and scenes, and 
characters, and the 
latter were sup- 
posed to speak 
words set down for _ - 
them: and even “ 
Shakespeare's 
ede exhibit simi- . 
jar features, look 
at them from what 
point of view you 
will. itis perkary, 
superfluous to adc 
that, with mention 
of this similarity, 
further comparison 


Of course it went 
the round of the 
London managers, and equally, of course, ns if it had been a curse 
ora chicken, it returned home to roost, accompanied by the inevi- 
table “all my arrangements are completed for some considerable 
time ”"—the managerial equivalent for “ declined with thanks.” 

Then he took to calling upon them—the manngera—personally ; 
and over this portion of the history 'twere kinder to draw a veil. 
Suffice it to “7 that within two years of its completion Pudflip 
began to regard his unhappy play something after the fashion in 
which Frankenstein viewed his monster. 

Late one evening, strolling cele through a west-central 
square in the direction of his modest lodgings, he was startled by 
hearing a half-stifled shriek, followed by coarse oaths growled ina 
threatening Keys and roning tore the spot from whence the 
sounds proceeded, beheld a lady struggling in the grasp of some 
midnight prowler. 

On hearing Pudflip approach, the miscreant took to his heels, and 
the lady, npparently youthful, handsome, and fashionably clad, 
brokenly faltered her thanks for the opportune arrival which 
had prevented robbery and. most probably, rough usage. 

“Itis partly my 
own fault,” she 
said faintly, 
“ Knowing an un- 
protected woman 
runs a certain 
\ amount of risk 

\ after nightfall, 1 
esi sent the 


A personal call, 


night, resolved to 
walk. | live with- 
ina stone's throw 
—Russell Square 
—07. Would you 
add to my obli- 
gation by accom- 


om me 80 
r? My name,” 


ape, have 

it before?” 
Heard it? Of 

course he L 

Irene Needwyn! 

the celebrated ac- 


tress, about whore 
beauty and 
genius London had been raving for the last six months! Why, 
to act as her escort was an honour to be proud of. 

The acquaintance thus srenscly begun blossomed into some- 
thing like friendship. Miss Needwyn, unspoilt by succexs, was 
simple and unaffected in her manner, and Pudflip, though but an 
average, was, nevertheless, a prepossessing, manly young fellow. He 
received permission to call occasionally, and. of course, at the 
finish, told her all about his play, and—would she read it! 

So she read it, and—well, her manner was strangely sympathetic 
the afternoon he called to learn the verdict. She had read an 
unspoken something else in his eyes, latterly, and, without any 
rales 

‘m 


Pudflip to tne rescue. 


she said, very gently : 

afraid this must be your last visit, Mr. Pudflip. 1 leave 
England on Thursday next. I—I have been cngngec for some 
time to Lord St. Albyns, who is at present in New York, and we 
are to be married 


ment—“you will 
congratulate me. 
Nom, with ren 
o your play, 
have read it care- 
fully, and — but 
have you faith in 
my judgment? 
Will you place it 
unreservedly in 
my hands, and be- 
lieve that what J 
do is for the 
best?” 


“L will,” he 
stammered. “I 
have implicit 
faith. Your de- 
cision shall be 
final.” 
ee erly: - 
she picked up the | 
MS. from the TS 
table, and bend- ie 
ing over the fire- : 
place, thrust it through the glowing bars of the grate. 

So poor Pudtlip’s play and passion both ended in smoke. But, 


shade of Massinger! what must the former have been like: 


The fate of the play. 
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“TI am not superstitious, dear, but Charley 
has kissed me twelve times since J have 


New Servant. The dentist has just sent the false teeth, Energetic Amateur (sings hes tenth song). “My leart is on the “What do you mean, rascal, offering me ginger-ale, known him. If he kisses d 
madam, which you ordered from him last week. Ocean Wave !" ai ais J lemonade, orange wine—— ?” “ I'lease, sir, it ain't my fault, times without & proposal, I ‘shall deerair” 
: (Collapse of the betrothed pair. Gent. (to lady at back). Don't you wish his body was there also? go andl bully the L. 0. C.” —Ertract from Letter of Young Lady. 
©49 Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER—SENOR SARASATE. 
& ler friends whose portralls have not yet been inserted. se 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


YAKS < 
ay 


“mystery,” is ensily expnincl—A, SLOPER has bought a fiddle—a real Stral., of 
‘Lumbard, gst petted a bargain—eix shillings, and has been Icaruing it in the 5 
stilly night. Feeling, after a week's hard work, tlut he was a complete master of the 
instrument, “Now for the fountain head,’ he cried “for his opinion!” and away he 
went and presented himself to Senor Sarasate. “My dcar Mr. Sloper,” said the genia 
genius, smiling, Ltae ge A. SLOPER had interrupted him while practising, doubtless 
dislike interviews ? still, I am delighted to make the ac- 


kindly, Senor,” A. SLOPER, “but mistake the purpose of my visit. I 
simply want your opinion as to my abilities,” and he prod somewhere in 
the neigh of his spine the fiddle, and, not waiting to tane it, commenced to» 

a mg play.—/5) “Hold 1” Senor Sarasate, immediately, “1 see in you a formidable 

No, 837.—Miss OLIVE OBESTER. tummies of the ——(3) Evelina, says she feels that bad directly the rival,” and going to a cabinet he unlocked i ee eee 

sounds come on and “trimbles that” as she she knows “them noises ain't §merable decorations he had received from the the Sovereigus of Europe. 

“Constantly am lim beauty's tolls.” —The Dook Snook, *uman and the ‘ouse must be ornted, and that ‘she must go home to Auntie Higgina, “No!” and he locked it again, “it would be unfair to their majesties. The fact is, 

° which is very inconvenient, as Mrs. 8. is just now wi @ servant,—(4) The Mr. SLOPER, I felt almost tempted to fasten them on you, but wonld half a crown do 

“The true embodiment of grace and beauty. —Lend Bob, maid baving-after the second night of the weird wails, fetched a boy to fetch her as well?” “Ample, dear Senor, ample!" Senor Sarasate pressed the ouin into his 
“Sie is a very queen among her sex.” —The Hon Billy. box and bulted without ber wages. The explanation of all this, like many another hand, and A. SLOPEH, with profuse thanks, departed, 


"eS 3 col feet Yi Oo ask 
: SP pf ene G ~: 
Rider ha been out backslider, del ignores both the Sabbath and the (2) “A‘w'll sin mak’ a jndgment come on him,” said McSwineas he (3) “We'll better mak’ the deevil an Elder again,” yelled MoSwine, “fr 
= bch “1 poe dg pte Minister, “some judgment ’ come on the mffian.” clapped a lively Lornets’ nest over the Elver's ears, what wi’ bis profanity an’ his kicks, he'll bring doou the hale Kirk. 


Saturday, May 5, 1894.) ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. ifl 


al, i 
Rebles { Lye P 
BEAD OT et, 


Colo 1. Kai sof he Overbare = 
trate, Sateen 


a 
; 


e : : = , 
Nae | : rr xs : 
She sae Old Drury: WAS: Murderous -moorlighBers- 


the ; 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 
Once more, good friends, I have the pleasure to u, and am right glad to eceall the same = =—- The Spring has come,and Billy, quy, The gentle shepherd trics to play :—Another mimic fight t 
old faces and many new ones among the crowd. aL kavenahow for you that is well worth = say tame off upon’ last Satur pal A 4 RC. ‘tr. the fichad wp ban and ston foals 
waiting for; walk up, please, and 1'll ring up the curtain without further delay :—// this guesonas —_performe:— What awful crime is this we read, Who was it did the dastard deed ?—There you are, 
heretofore, The forest soon will be no more: — A new distinction—simply meant To form a yousee, What do you think of that for an entertainment to give away free gratis and for nothing! 
pleasing compliment :—At Drury Lane, the boxer, Jack Contrices the house to densely pack:— Slap up's the word, isn’t it ?——THE SLOPERIAN SIHHOWMAN, 


~s 


=> 


= 


“NONE SO BLIND— 


ANOTHER OUTRAGE, 
“What say, guv’nor? Only a bloomin’ bob for carryin’ all that 
luggage? Low long might you ‘ave been saviu' up for this little 
treat, yer mivan old frog euter ?” 


“GERMS” IN FOOD. 


There was an old waiter of 


Putney 
Who ate nothing but “ Real Indian Cbutuey”; HE COULON’T HELP IT. 


liscovered ; “Ah, Jones, my boy, I'm sorry to see you drank again.” “Tell ye 
Ll pty ah 8 “Fave you got good eyesight, Miss Tnbha?” “Wot In a public place, dear; it is sometimes ‘tain't my fault, it’s me wife's—she drives me to drink; gives me 
Then he deeuly 1 regretted Lis glutt'ny, #0 very inconvenient.” . ped herrings every morning for breakfast. 
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WITH the exception of bank holidays, A. SLOPER's visits to the 
seaside during the first few months of the year are few and far 
between. Last month, 
though, the combination of 
business and pleasure proved 
a sufficiently powerful factor 
tolure him from the fascina- 
tions of London life and 
land him_on the sunny 
shores of Hastings for the 
space of about two hours. 
1t seems that Messrs. Spiers 
and Pond have recently 
acquired the control of the 
Palace Hotel in that town. 
Naturally, the Eminent’s 
opinion on the new venture 
was one of the first solicited. 
Well, A. SLOPER has seen 
the hotel and has been 
pleased to bestow upon it 
one of his most appreciative 
siniles. The Palace is splen- 
didly situated and is replete 
with every modern con- 
venience. Hastings has just 
cause to be proud of its 
recent acquisition, 


* 

THE Mildewed Mound has 

: this day been pleased to 

. confer the “Award of Merit” 

A= upon ‘0 or be- 

a cause he's an Al singer. 

THAT AT LD = Feyther,” — chortled ‘the 

: Azure-Orbed reproachfully, 

“this is a very late recognition of Leo’s talents, this is. Considerin 

‘ow long ’e’s bin a-charmin’ the music-‘all publick with that 

rousin’ voice of ’is, ‘e ought to ‘ave ‘ad the diplomer afore. And 

the Aged agreed, but consoled himself with the proverbial 
reflection : “ Better late than never.” 

ss 


s 
In these days of dyspepsia, even the ordinary half-quartern of 
commerce, prepared aie commen or garden baker, is apt to 

isagree with one's digestive organs. It is comforting to know, 
therefore, that Howis Bread and Biscuits does nothing of the sort 
—in fact, if continually used, puts the Indigestion Fiend to com- 
plete rout. 1t’s capital tack for children, too, and Mrs. 8S. is bringing 
up the twins on it. You should try it, really. 


e 
OH dear, oh dear! Reports just received at Dundee from New- 
foundland, show that the senl fishery shore is ina very bad way, 
and that the catches will not 
pay expenses. Now will the 
merry masher who has 
promised his own pet chorus 
girl a new seal jacket next | 
winter rend his hair, for prices 
will doubtless be even heavier 
n usual. Let us hope, how- 
ever, that things will improve 
in the sealing industry, and 
that the fair darlings with a 
taste for the costly fur, will not 
be disappointed, 


s 

In spite of adverse criti- 
cism, chiefly occasioned by its 
failure to track down the 
author of the Jack the Ripper 
c Scotland Yard 8 
pro itself to be quite 
capable of contending with 
English Anarchism. The 
Anarchist reptile, as bred in 
this country, has, in fact, been 
trampled under foot, and it 
will some years before it 
will recover from the blow 
inflicted bs a it by the Lon- 
coe ere ve Police. While 
c lorce porsesses 

of the calibre of Chief 
spector Melville, England need fear no invasiun from even the 

‘oreign Anarchist. °° 


men 
In- 


THERE is absolutely no truth in the statement that the Czar of 
Russia has prohibited the sale of our mammoth comic Larks / in 
his dominions. Zarks! has no political influence, none whatever. 
Its sole object is to make people laugh, and it does so at the 
insignificant sum of a ha’penny a week. Who'll buy? 


s 
Now that Tootsie Sloper is once more a free agent, several 
gentlemen, well known in the world of letters and drink, have 
entered the lists as candidates for her hand. Amongst them we 
notice the names of Mr. McNab and Mr. McGooseley. The betting at 
present is 100 to 1 against either of these eminent gentlemen, and 
to 1 against them obtaining a place ia the first three. 


s 

ALTHOUGH there is a certain amount of merit in Mrs. 
Lessingham, we are afraid it cannot be numbered among John 
Hare's most success- 
ful productions. We 
have seen the 
Garrick Theatre far 
more crowded, and 
the aidiences cer- 
tainly more enthusi- 
astic than is at 
present thecase. The 
play seems to us far 
too prosy, and lacks 
interest, and the 
author's straining 
after effect is pain- 
fully apparent at 
times. Whatever 
success the pieee has 
won, it is duc almost 
entirely to the act- 
ing. Miss Robins, 
who has toned down 
wonderfully — since 
the initial produc- 
tion, gives us now an 
excellent interpreta- 
tion of a very difli- 
cult character,whilst 
Miss Kate rke, 
Forbes Robertson, 
and John Hare, in 
their respective 
yarts, play up 
could be desired. 


WHITE. hats, we are told, will be the fashionable headgear for 
this year, when straw are not worn. We need hardly remind 
our readers that A. SLOPER is already in the fashion, 


} 
splendidly, and are, in fact, eversthing that 


i 


‘ 
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Cissy Lorrus, seemingly, has soon got tired of appearing on 
the legitimate stage. Severing her connection with he J, 
she is now posing as one of the 
chief attractions at the Palace 
Theatre. Cissy's imitations of 
popular favourites seems to 
greatly appreciated by patrons of 
the Palace, and the applause which 
greets her on her ap nce 
nightly must convince her that 
she has not lost any of her original 
hold on the music-hall public, The 
programme at this theatre is 
worthy of perusal. Variety is 
studied beforeanything else. Con- 
sequently the company is one of 
the most varied and mostattractive 
in London. Every branch of the 
music-hall profession is repre- 
rented, The entertainment, there- 
fore, is of the Al copper-bottomed 
order, “° 


Sir WILLIAM HARCOURT has 
written to A, SLOPER as follows : 
“Dear Sir,—When I concocted 
my recent Budget, the effect the 
additional duty on spirits would 
have on your purse had quite 
pa st my notice, As you area 
wholesale, rather than a retail con- 
sumer, it is only fair that I should 
make you a discount for quantity. 
In future, therefore, the extra taxation will only affect you te the 
extent of 5d, per gallon. Faithfully yours, Wi1LLIAM VERNON 
Harcourt.” A. SLOPER treats this epistle with the contempt it 
deserves. He declines gage bee to accept any favour which is 
not also conferred upon h fellow countrymen, 


Ir we wish to attain success nowadaya, there Is nothing like 


being up to date. Mr. H. Morhen, an artist of no mean abilities, 
in designing his excellent medallion portraying the well-known 
features of W. E. Gladstone, has proved this up to the hilt. The 
G. O. M. at five shillings will commend itself to Radical and 
Conservative alike. Send in your orders to Chasnell and Son, 
GO Redcross Street, ere it is too late. 


s 
TERRIBLE earthquakes are reported fromGreece. Something of 
the kind _ also occu: at Battersea, in the immediate vicinity of 
Mildew Court, when Mrs, SLOPER met the Eminent on the door- 
step on his return from a smoker at the Rumfoozlers’ Club, 


. 

THE announcement that Mr. Iky Moses has returned to his town 
residence from Holloway Castle, was inadvertently omitted from 
the fashionable intelligence in the Morning Post last week, 

s 

_ LONDONERS are always calling out about their milk supply, but 
it ‘ere ap “ad they can’t apractats the genuine article when they 
ge e 
Heonomical 
Reriew con- 
tains an inter- 
esting article 
from a writer 
who went in for 
a “milk walk,” 
and tried to 
deal honestly 
with the public 
and sell only the 
pure unadulter- 
ated fluid. But 
the public 
would have 
none of it. They 
had become 
accustomed toa 
milk of a certain 
consistency and 
colour, which is 
obtained b 
doctoring it 
with water and 
and the intro- 
duction of a 
vegetable 
colouring mat- 
ter called an- 
atto, and when they got the true article they didn’t like it. 
Consequently financial difficulties soon overtook the too honest 
milkman, and he retired from the business in disgust. So much 
for the discrimination of the public. 


s 
ANOTHER whack in the eye for jteatotalers. A report upon 
insanity in Ireland, which ‘has just been issued, innumerates 
among the causes of mental failure, the immoderate use of tea. 
A. SLOPER and Mr. McGoosely have not as yet developed any 
signs of insanity, ee 
a 


Lonponers should take advantage of the fine weather and the 
opportunities offered them to take a trip to Margate by water. 
The General Steam Navigation Company are running excursions 
there every Sunday, starting from London pidge at 9.30 in the 
morning and returning from Margate at 5 in the afternoon. We can 
safely recommend this trip as one ot the most pleasant of its kind. 


WILLIAM FLETCHER and William Blowham are two youths of 
tender age with mporting proclivities. The possession of the latter 
has got them into a bit of a stew, inducing them to annex the 
pony and cart of a tradesman who had left it temporarily for 
td ag of refreshment, and set off on an expedition to the 

y. Their ideas, however, with regard to the time and place 
of the classic fixture were somewhat vague, although a copy of the 


Pink *Un found on them spoke for their sporting tastes, A con- 
stable, whose attention was attracted by the turnout, questioned 
the precocious pair, and eventually introduced them before his 
beakship, the Lord Mayor. That gentleman, in response to an 
appeal to be let go, remanded them for a week, and it is just 
possible that they will have occasion to remember Derby Day when 
that event really takes place. 
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6th May, 1770.—Chatterton, writing to his mother this day, 
says: “J am quite familiar at the Chapter Coifee House, and know 
all the geniuses there. A character is now unnecessary ; an author 
carries his genius in his pen.” On the 24th of August in the same 
year, in poverty and despair, he committed suicide. His room 
when broken open was fi covered with scraps of paper—the 
work he could not sell. 


7th May, 1811.—Richard Cumberland, dramatist, died this 
day, aged 79. He was the author of fifty-four plays. 


Sth May, 1890.—The pale Tea of this date says: 
“Once more the telephone trick been tried—with remark:ble 
success this time—on a highly res; ble restaurateur. ‘Tie 
restaurateur was called to the telephone yesterday afternoon anil 
directed to prepare a copious repast for the Marquis de Morés and 
four other gentlemen who were to accompany him. This order 
was apparently all right, as the Marquis had dined the day before 
at the restaurant. Shortly nfter the receipt of the order, the tele. 
phone bell rang again, and the restaurateur was told that a box of 
special Havannahs woul! be sent to him for the Marquis, and 
would he -be good enough to pay the messenger for the cigars, 
The reply was ‘Yes,’ whereupon the messenger soon pera 
carrying the box of cigars all right as to the exterior, and receiver 
5Of. for the same. In the meantime, the dinners were prepared, 
and the shades of evening were falling very fast indeed, but neither 
the Marquis de Morés nor any of his friends showed their faces, 
Ghastly suspicions then floated through the mind of the restaura. 
teur, and a verdant pailor suffused his countenance when he dis- 
covered the extent to which he had been ‘sold’ by some keen. 
witted Knight of Industry. Tbe brown box, confidently supposed to 
contain a consignment of choice Havannahs, was the sepulchre of 
& small-sized brick, which was carefully enveloped in the remuants 
of a lady's nocturnal gown. 


Oth May, 1889.—The same journai says under this date : “A 
rson came to Paris 9 few weeks ago and bought a little hotel, or 


letached residence, in the Avenue Bosquet for £25,000. The 
‘Knight,’ however, did not pay down the sum in cash; he only 
with his landlord on account, and succeeded in 


poe £80 
inducing a verdant uphoisterer to furnish and carpet his rooms, 
Then he distributed prospectuses in all the railway stations, setting 
forth the comfo conveniences, and luxuries to be found at 
moderate cost in his establishment, which was near the Great 
Exhibition. The house was soon filled. The tenants, however, were 
terribly frightened by the elaborate notices pasted up all over the 
piece, cautioning them to beware of pickpockets, who obtain entries 
nto hotels, and informing them that the manager of their Paria 
house would only be responsible for the property en to his 
Laat sa eon Several guests handed over money and jewellery 
to the indust: miene errenhy who, after he had received about 
30,000f, or £1200, ‘ bolted.’ ” 

10th May, 1652.—“ Passing by Smithfield,” says Evelyn. 


this day ; “1 saw a miserable creature burning, who had murder'd 
her husband.” 


llth May, 1414.—Francis 1. (the well-beloved) of France, 
was born this day. It is related of his jester, Triboulet, that he 
was once threatened with death bya man in power, of whom he 
had been speaking disrespectfully ; and he applied to the king for 
protection. “ Be satisfied,” said Francis ; “if any man should put 
you to death, I will order him to be hanged a quarter of an hour 
after.” - “ Ah, sire!” replied Triboulet ; “1 should be much obliged 
{oer majesty would order him to be hanged a quarter of an hour 

‘fore.” 

12th May, 1641.—“I beheld, on Tower Hill,” anys Evelyn, 
this day ; “the fatal stroke which sever'd the wisest head in Eng- 
land from the shoulders of the Earl of StratYord.” 


ee 


A TRUSTY DOORKEEPER. 
Tue Editor sat in his high-backed chair, 
And a grim, Es smile smole he ; 
And he wrote his jests and he wrote his pars 
In great, unwonted glee. 


And there he sat, all undisturbed 
By any Springtime bards ; __ 

For he'd placed a cheese outside the door 
That would kill at twenty yards, 


THE MORNING'S REFLECTION. 


to 

“John,” i remarked his better half, as she div 
haddock and pushed him the portion with lop ears on across the 
breakfast table, “do da remember ery | home last night, and 
calling out to me to throw you an assorted bunch of keyholes out 
of the bedrvom window, so that you might find one large enough 
and steady enough to get your latch-key into?” 

He squirmed uneasily, but owned that he did remember. 

“And the night before that—Tuesday night—do you remember 
how you yelled out to me to come down and hold the gravel path 
still whilst you found your keys?” 

He shuddered visibly, but owned up again. 

“On the Monday night, too, have you any recollection of how 
you stood in your pyjamas, and tried to leap into the bed as it 
whirled past your corner of the room?” ; 

He kicked the cat savagely under the table, but pleaded guilty 
once more. 

“Saturday night, perhaps, is hardly worth mentioning—by the 
side of the other orgies—but you may possibly have sume faint 
remembrance of the way you exiiaty to me that no man could 
be ‘ecrewed ’ so long as he could lie down without Rodding on, and 
then tried to go to by climbing a perpendicular wall?” 

He bit his lip angrily, bnt owned he some faint remembrance. 

“ And do you call to mind the previous Wednesday ——” : 

“Eleonora!” he almost yelled,as he jumped up out of his chair, 
and grabbing all the available oof he bel in his trousers pockets, 
thrust it upon her, “I’ve noticed for weeks that you've wanted a 
smarter bonnet than any you have——here, take these three 
pounds and see what you can find at Madame Louise's!” 

She only emiled a amile of triumph, and he—poor _fellow— 
lunched for the remainder of the week at the bun shop in Lom 
Street. 

a aEEEEEELEREEEnanE 
ON BOARD THE YACHT. < 

Lord Tom Noddy, And—aw—where are you—er—er—stecrins 
now, captain? ; 

Captain, Steering to the south'ard, my lord, so as to get into the 
trade winds. 

Lord Tom Noddy (sternly). My good fellow, I must—er—er—mo:t 
distinctly forbid such a thing as that. Sincethe Norman—er—er— 
Conquest the Noddys have never had anything to do with trade. 
and | am certainly not going to commence now, don’t you know. 

——— 


Ewery Wednesday. TIT’ wropence- 


JUDY. 


Best Artists. Best Authors. 
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TuB BY OR NOT TUB BY. 
[There is now an agitation afoot concerning @ proposed tax ou the domestie 
ha. 


4 dagen aed 
: TAX GW E is tale of atu 
age z war ) Is like to came 
\ weeping 
NEXT | mae 
sweeping, 
To see water taxes 
up creeping. 
This tale of a tub, 
Of the Water Co.'s 


snub, 
Will doubtless 
cause trouble ; 
They'd cha for 


double! 


Thistale of thetub 
Will cause much 
hub-bub 
For the British 
householder 
Is now growing 


er— 
Yet how dare he 
ve his cold 
th the cold 
shoulder? 
So rub-a-dub-dub, 
This tax on the tub 
Will set each land-lubber 
Now well on the blubber, 
To think he’s charged extra for being a “tubber.” 


——— 


A PAIR OF 'EM. 

1 pon’t quite know whether it had anything to do with the May 
Meetings, because I'm not very well up in ecclesiastical intelli- 
cence; but it was something very much of the kind which brought 
up the Rev, Abel Sereecher, the callow young incumbent of the 
rural living of bene rt at the enme time that Rev. Biggar Pott 
ia visit to the metropolis, 


de- 
a charity, 
wn . 
»T should think so 
so very sorry I 
ant come.” 

“Oh, never mind ; 
ant be helped. 
ell, [must say 


It was at the Em. 
ire. The clock had 
ust chimed ten, and 


romemule suddenly 
ame face to 
Bice, 

It was the Rev, Abel Screceher and the Rev. Liggar Pott. 
“You here!" 

© You here!” 

“Well, this a surprise.” vere 
“Who'd have thought of meeting you? Er—by the way—didn’t 
oueay something of a concert you were to take the chair at?” 
“Oh—er—yex. 1t—er—you know—it didn’t come off. I got a 
ire at the last minute. e principal singer has broken his leg, 
nd—er—the pianist has been run over, 80 they decided to post- 
wneit. But, I say, how about that enbmen’s meeting you men- 
ioned 2? Wasn't it at ten you were going to speak 7?" 

Oh, yea, yes; but—er—the fact is, it’s been decided not to 
ive ‘em the night-caps until the winter.” 

“Oh, quite so; very good arrangement, Er—rather warm here 
wtit, don’t you think?” 

“Very. Er—I understand there isan American bar somewhere, 
here a lemon squash is obtainable. Will you join me?” 

* Delighted !” 

Then, as they linked arms and strolled omer the band struck up 
Ir. I1erbert Campbell's old song, “ Ze's a hely friar, sv am I.” 


eee 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
FLORENCE De CHAPEAUX. 

My appetite’s fleeting : 
The food I am eating 
Would fail to regale a weo 

snail or a flea; 

What is more, I am 
losing 

My passion for boos- 


ing. 

Oh, what is the mat. 
ter—the matter with 
me? 


Save to sigh and to mut- 
ter 
No sounds 1 e’er utter, 
Timas mum and as glum 
as a dumb man could 


be: 
1 have merged all my 
hoping 
In moody mad moping. 
Oh, what is the mat- 
ter—the matter with 
me? 


My question to answer 
You very soon can, 


sir 
If Flo De Chapeaux you 
will go for to see. 
Then you, too, will say 
(With ing thi xl reais 
th tears teeming thic H 
“Oh, what is the matter— Fo matter with me?” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


Rio DE JANEIRO, April 10th, 1894. 
MY DEAR ALLY,—I suppose you have heard all about the rows 
over in this sultry portion of the world? We are getting settled 
down again now, however ; and one of the first signs of peace was 
the receipt of a copy of your champion penn'orth, which, owing to 
the interrupted state of the yor service, had been delayed six 
weeks over and above its usual time. You can't guess how rege 
all my friends bespoke it, and by this time it is a pretty well 
thum copy, I can tell you. 
Now that the war is over, you may, perhaps, be taking a trip out 
here for your health. If so, don’t forget to look up 
Your wellwisher, ARTHUR JAMESON, 


oe 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 216—He BEWAILS THE Bop, BAD BUDGET. 


’ H1s knees with much unease A. SLOPER smacks, 
To vivid rays of wrath his optics quicken, 
He cures his spasms with opoponax, 
Ilia fertile brain for brand-new oaths he racks, 
He howls, he growle—because the income tax 
Has been increased to ninepence in the thick ‘un. 


He utters sad farewells—more mournful far 
Than (her aaa burst spontaneous from Childe 
rold. 
“ Farewell, my twopenny type of choice cigar! 
Farewell, my fingerings at Aes luncheon hee! 
Farewell, the cheering chunks of gin that are 
No more to be in mine interior barrelled ! 


“ Farewell, my ellyings with the ‘plain’ or ‘spot," 
When * fifty up’ the billiard marker markered ! 
Farewell, the ptarmigan and snipe I[ shot ! 
Farewell, my country seat, my brougham, my yacht ! 
Farewell, the love (I sure was off my dot) 
That once I felt for Billiam Vernon Harcourt! 


“Farewell, terrestrial joys! Hail, Azriiel grey! 
A ninepenny income tax makes Earth a dire place!" 
He primes his pistol, flicks a tear away, 
Then shuts his eyes, and pulls the trigger——nay ! 
A sudden strange revulsion makes him stay 
Ere he has steered his brains into the fireplace. 


“Why, hang it all! I've surely lost my sense. 
How dare I breathe such thoughts—how dare I 
think ‘um! 
Ye growls at Billium Harcourt, hie you hence ! 
I get my joys at other folks’ expense, 
So what the deuce care I, howe‘er immense 
The income tax is, WHEN I'VE GoT NO INCOME!” 


HIS EVENING’'S SPORT. 


“Why, no,” said the old fellow reflectively ; “I won't zo for to 
say that my gal, ain't a likely looking Insa, but dang me if 1 
mean to have any twopenny chaps hanging around, trying to coax 
her to leave a comfortable home to come and teach ‘em how to 
make ends meet on thirty bob 2 week. Not me, sir: besides, she’s 
n treasure to me that gal is, I couldn't atford to lose her at no 
price. 

“ Ah | quite so,” weassented ; “ but—er—isn't it sometimes stated 
that you—rather encourage the young man at first /" 

“Well, now,” said the old chap slowly, “that is a libellin 
me, that is. Encourage of ‘°em,do SS ae ha!"”—and he laughe 
ison “It's like this, you see, sir,” he added after a bit, “I’m 
fond of a little bit of sport, I am, and so's Gripper, that's my bull 
terrier, you know—fino healthy dog that.” : 

We admitted the fact—we had no desire for a further acquaint- 
ance with Gripper. 

“Well, you see, Bessie being a fine, strapping sort of girl, 
naturally gets lots of notice took of her down town, and as it’s 2 
goodish walk back, there's always some young chap as thinks he’d 
like to stroll home with her. 1 sits in my little front parlour at 
such times, aud Gripper lays low beside me, and never so much 
as gives tongue when he hears the old gate click. Well, I watches 
of ’em a-partin’, you know. First, he'll take her hand, and hold it 
in his—sort of tender, like—as if he couldn't bear the thought of 
lettin’ it go. Then he'll whisper something, and she'll edge a bit 
away from him. He follers and makes a snatch for the other hand. 
Then there's more whisperin’, and then he drops one hand, and 
puts a’ arm round her waist—” 

“And then?” we asked cagerly, interested at the yum-yummy 
vision the old fellow had conjured up. 

“Why, then,” said the old chap, with a chuckle, “I let's old 
oer ‘ave ‘is ‘ead, and goes out to enjoy the fun. 

“ lat 3 it, did I say? Blame me if it don't beat cock-fightin’ 
any . 


DE BOOZER’S VIEW OF IT. 


DE BoozeEn's wife has lately moved into a house on one of those 
estates where pubs. are not sllowed, and this is what the old man 
has to say about it: “It's all very well to avoid temptation by 
living a long way from a pub., but it has its disadvantages too, 
For instance, I go out to get half a pint of ale, I get it, and by the 
time I get back home I’m thirsty again from the walk, and have 
to start out once more for another half pint, and you would hardly 
believe the miles I walk in a day.” 


———— 


NOT DEAD! 


DEAD eyes of my loved one, ye are not deal! 
Not dead! not dead ! 

Your reproachful rays, till my soul has fled, 

Shall, fierce and full, on my soul be shed, 
Ever to pierce me, pierce me 

With grief for the many‘hard words | said. 

Dead eyes of my loved one, ye are not dead! 


Dead eyes of my loved one, thon art not cold ! 
Not cold! not cold ! 
ay the spirit of vengeance, constrained, controlled, 
Thou risest red-hot from the churchyard mould, 
Kver to wound me, wound me 
As I wounded the heart of my bride of old. 
Dead hand of my loved one, thou art not cold! 


Dead tongue of my loved one, thou art not mute! 
Not mute! not mute! 
Soft wert thou once as a sweet-stringed lute, 
Lut thou com’'st from the grave with a shrick acute, 
Ever to mock me, mock me 
For using my love like a soulless brute. 
Dead tongue of my loved one, thou art not mute! 


——-—— 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. ~° 


METEOROLOGICAL Mem.—Fine Wether : One that fetches a good 
price from the sheep-burer. 

Y. Distinguish between Mra, Sloper’s favourite fashion-book, 
and what ehe does through taking its tips? 

al. Wel-don's: Dons well. 

“A SonG of Sixpence”: Two lines of verse at th mee a line. 

Q. Distinguish between the words of SLOPER, and the act of 
hearing someone recite “The White Doe of Rylstone":? 

il. Words worth listening to: Listening to Wordsworth, 

Up-sTARES: Looking at the heavenly bodies, 
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HIS LITTLE GIRL. 


—=—— 
: CHAPTER VIII. 

“AND now did vor proceed with your interesting little plot for 

my welfare!" asked John Trevor, as he ¢: mly lit another cigarette. 


He calmly lit another cigarette. 


“When Ranee declared that he would marry his girl to you I 
laughed at the idea, but he stuck to it persistently, and began to 
argue how it could be done, 1 pointed out to him that you might 
die, ‘All the better,’ said Ranee ; ‘she will claim his money.’ ‘But 
he may get better and refuse to acknowledge his marriage to the 
girl.’ ‘Let him!’ said Ranee. ‘We'll have documents to prove the 
marriage.’ And at length I consented.” 

“ Having been re led by a consideration in hard cash, I don’t 
doubt,” said Jack. . 

“There was something of the sort, but it was not much. Ranee 
did not have much money at the time.” 

“Nursing must be a profitable business, if it is always run on the 
principle you seem to have worked it,” remarked Jack. “Go on.” 

“Well, Ranee stuck to his intention. Next day he came along 
with the parzon——” 

“ Respectable parson ?” enid Jack, with a half smile, 

“ Respectable enough to do the job firmly. The bride was a | 
leggy slip of a girl 
eyes and corners, 

“Gawky,” said Jack. 

“Yes, gawky — didn't 
seem to know what she 
was fs She toed the 
scratch thoroughly indif- 
erent, and signed the 
documents like a brick.” 

“And the bride- 
groom?” 

“Oh, you; well, you 
didn't behave very well. 
You spouted Ty 
Shakespeare, and you in- 
sinuated the parson had 
rats in his pocket. And 
then you thought he was 
a Zulu, and wanted to 
club him, but we soothed 
you down, and you were 
married, and signed the 
papers all right.” 

And you whistled the 
wedding march,” said 
Jack. 

“There wasn't no wed- 
ding march as 1 could 
see,” said Hardcole, 
“You got a good deal 
: worse — outrageous, and 
“ Respectable parson ?” Ranee, the girl, and the 

parson left. You nearly 
kicked the bucket during the next two days. 1 had to be con- 
stanily watching you. You was out of your senses for ten days.” 

“And when I recovered these senses, thanks to your faithful and 
disinterested attention, why was I not told of the little comedy 
which had been played while I was out of them?” 

“1 did not see any use of it.” 

“ Had you no idea that 1 would be anxious to clasp my blushing 
bride to my heart?” 


a Or to murder my father-in-law?” 


0. 

"4 Or to break the neck of my faithful nurae?: Why did you not 
tell me?” 

“Well, you pny ay couldn't clasp your bride, and you couldn't 
murder your fat er-in-law—they had both disappeared, and no 
one knew where they had gone.” 

“So that I might have been compelled to take it entirely out of 
you, and possibly the parson. Is that what you were afraid of?” 

“Couldn't have 
taken it out of the 
parson either. He 
was hit on the 
head with a cut- 
glass decanter in 
Mulrooney’s 
siloon two nights 
after the wedding, 
and was dead anc 
planted ere you 
recovered,” 

“So there was 
only you to bear 
the consequences 
of telling me such 
a tale. The docu- 
ments——” 

“Oh, the docu- 
ments! Ranee 
took them.” 

“So there is no 
one to square but 
yourself if TL wish 
this to be kept 


“Then go to the 
devil.” 

“What! You 
don’t mean to 


“Then, Jack Trevor, look out for equails.” 


“You are willing 
to take all risks? 

“ Yea, all riske, youskunk ; I don't propose to give you one penny 
of blackmail.” 

“Then, Jack Trevor, look out for squalls,” said Jim Hardcole, as 
he dodged a dictionary that was hurled at his head, and hastened 
to the street. 

(To be continued next week.) 


lit ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. [Saturdk.:, May § luvs. | 
THE “F.0.8.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. WHAT WE AFE COMING TO. 


No, 348.—Mn. GILBERT TAKE, F.Us, 

“If Gilbert Hare was not born with the proverbial silver spoon 
fy his month it must have been because the said article had been 
worn threaibare. frum constant use. At anyrate, it must be 
confersed that Gilbert was born under extremely favourable cir- 
cuutstances, Kvery thing during his early childhood seeme! to 
glide along as snioothly as a carpenter's plauc, and it is 

dl asserted ou good authority that Jules Verne was at one time com- a - : 
) mis-ioned to negotiate for the purchase of the muon, simply Maud. Who's going to piss. Tlamlet at var trivate ‘rneatricais the weck after next, maid Bd 
because the juvenile Hare had expressed a wish to possess it. Harry. We haven't quite settlcl, although, if Lilly Lasher, the middle weight cham; pugilist, is dis- 
Gilbert, though a precocious chit, bas always possessed a good engaged, we wight possibly secure Ais services. 
apd cofitentel dispusition, and hag never caused more than an 4 : 
amount of trouble to his family. That he is a chip of 


sie renee oem ae tte ta A BAFFLED VENGEANCE: A TALE ee MIDDLE ane 
ae et H 
. ~q —_. 


aul modesty. If he dues not reach the uppermost ryhg opon 
the ladder of Fame it will only be because, in all due nrodesty, ” 
he prefers a little less conspicuous position, Shietly because he 
i: 4 promising actor Gilvert was created F.0.S., Bud the ‘Sloper 
. Award of Merit" presented to hin April Lith, 1894." 
—Debrett improved. 


{*'Ere, Mister Major General, yer ain't a-going to salt me, are 
yer? Do you think I'm a blimey Sampson ?” 


» Uy 

") 

coche} (5) 
star, ‘Matorncher,’ for I have sworn to drink no more omen oat ay pd 


Bash! “Take that! vile scullion! liy 
ik, and scattered the gruel he used fur 


FEPsEy 


COLLAPSED HIM! 
Long-Hatred One, 1s that a new air you're playing, Mis 
—it is like Schubert ? : 
Ovi ay Sie mts Yes, Gate ewe the very Intest. It's “Come upright and square in his conduct who gets the best of the 
aud have a Tiddley-hi After the Ball” Jolly tune, ain't it? “Her father toved me."—OTHELLO, fight; sometimes by crooked ways others take the 
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“We fear that it is not always the man who is straigh' 
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